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	1. Prologue

[Ever wondered why the muggle minister was flat up told by Fudge that wizards truly do exist but decided to ignore this? Well this is an alternate history in which he decided to actually set up a secret system in order to ensure wizards just do not go ignored by the British Government].

_Warning will likely not appropriate for under thirteens as it contains bad language and violence._

The rain seemed to fall in a way that made the paperwork easier to work with, with the alternative being drenched outside. Orval was running through the paperwork on a previous burglary attempt in order to prepare for court. He finally sat back, due to mental boredom, and preferred just to gaze around the police station. There was very little to do rather than paper work or else reading the posters and the latter was only mildly more interesting.

Orval read them in a desperate attempt to stave off the paper work. It was not, he admitted, the most exciting Halloween. The damn rain had made it so all the children had gone home already, so Orval just stared at the posters. They were mostly the same and would have served much better if they just said "Don't do Drugs" or "Don't fuck it up" and it caused Orval to find his attention drawn to a very unique one. "If you find a corpse as subject to murder with no apparent link to any kind of damage call this number" after that it went off to a phone number he was never going to ring. Why would anyone be dead if they showed no sign of damage? (Though rumour had it that some time ago there was a case like that in this town). He always found it curious as to why the government would bother to put up a group to detail this sort of event, but all well. He was now just waiting for the night shift so he could go home.

It was therefore a surprise to hear the phone ring this late at night to report a crime. A normal person would likely panic at this but Orval knew it was likely a prank.

"Hello, police department at your service", he answered, as was normal procedure.

"Help! Please come quickly, some people have been murdered!", cried the voice of a panicking teen.

Murdered? In this town? Who would ever want to do that, unless it could be a prank, but Orval's gut said otherwise. "Ok, now remain calm and tell me where this incident took place".

"It's in that house over by the graveyard but it looks like it's been burned down".

"Alright, I know the place. We'll be there soon", Orval replied calmly. The Police were trained not to panic, but his insides where immediately confusing into several thoughts with some acting in downright opposites of each over.

"What the hell is going on? You look like a sheet", came the voice of his partner. Apparently Orval wasn't so good at dealing with stress.

"You'll never believe this, there's been a murder". Orval's old panic was overcome with excitement. It was hard to deny that it was better than paperwork, it would be his first time at a murder scene.

"You're kidding, where is it" came his partner's shocked reply.

Orval briefly nodded his head and became almost entirely logical. "I'll contact the chief and get forensic team over there." And ignoring the taken aback look of his partner, he went to the chief's office and explained. Again the Chief was taken aback at how easily Orval told the information, after which he sent him immediately to the scene of the crime.

When Orval arrived at the scene of the crime, getting out of the car, it immediately seemed much worse than a damn murder, half the house looked like it had been bombed. Orval immediately decided to be armed and therefore unsheathed his pistol from the holster and went into the house.

Inside it was cold, the windows were crumbling and the light sliced through the cracks of what would normally have been a happy family. Orval was able to see this just from the entry way. The stairs themselves were collapsed, but not too high to jump; but he should examine the ground floor first. Orval examined the floor yet now, less than ten seconds before examining the room, he noticed a body.

"Shit!", he yelled. Quickly moving towards the body he looked for a pulse. He didn't find one and for a few seconds bowed his head in respect, taking his hat off. The seconds passed like hours but eventually Orval put his hat back on and took out his gun, just in case. However, upon closer inspection, the body seemed to be fine. There were no marks, no signs of poison, nothing. But that was impossible.

This aspect terrified him, he was extremely knowledgeable about what kills people, and what signs of damage it shows, but this body showed none, he shouldn't be dead, yet he was. Clearly an illness doesn't blow up a house. Orval immediately jumped up to the second floor of the building but then noticed that someone was already there. The man himself was dressed in a brown suit and had a face and hairstyle that resembled Chameleon. He seemed to be examining another body of a women who similarly showed little sign of damage. Orval sensed that this was a man who was not an enemy and was just about to enter the room when the strange man's eyes increased in size.

This action was impossible and it too sent shivers down Orval's spine. Immediately all hope of peaceful contact disappeared as this freak of nature examined the walls as if they bore some clue too small to be seen with normal eyes. Orval immediately was aware that this freak had to be killed and if he gave himself away he would be immediately dead. Not knowing how effective it would be, he drew his pistol and aimed it at the freak's head.

His arm steadied and he pulled the trigger, unleashing the bullet into the monster's skull, watching it tear through the skull and leaving a gaping hole that went through his entire head yet ignored by the rest of the body. The hole then immediately fixed itself in a matter of moments as the freak, turned to be shocked at receiving such a lethal blow, rather than being shocked at his survival.

"RUN!", shouted a voice in Orval's head, and he tried to turn, but got a few steps before the freak's arm began to morph. It began by growing a large orange feather before wood began to encircle it until it resembled a pointed stick. The freak murmured slightly before a green light hit Orval on his back and everything went white.


	2. Beyond Life

Orval woke up to find the himself facing an extremely bright room, his hands touching a smooth surface and finding it almost heartening. If he could touch, see and hear small voices and footsteps then he must be alive. Surely?

New thoughts began to emerge after that revelation questions about where he was, what he was doing and who did those footsteps belong to. His eyes began to readjust to the light and he discovered several facts about his surroundings. For one he was naked yet there was a set of clothes already prepared for him. Almost as if someone had been waiting for this, he further noticed that he was surrounded by curtains of the sort used in hospitals.

He began to dress himself in the clothes provided, they were soft, clean and warm and exactly to his fitting. His brain suddenly began to relieve itself from shock and it began to drum down thoughts. Did that freak bring him here, was that light some sort of stun gun?

Orval pulled back the curtains to find a great place almost like a station of sorts, with no mess or rubbish. The air itself was stilted with what seemed divine. It was relaxing yet disorienting almost like he could-

"Hello Orval" said a man. Orval spun around to meet him face to face. Whilst Orval's face was stricken with shock his lay unusually calm, "may I offer you a seat" pointing to a large armchair that had appeared behind Orval that was certainly not there before.

Less as a means of politeness and more of a collapse by shock of the combined events that led him to this predicament he fell back into the seat. The man himself seemed very to be a rather small yet strong man. He bore moderate hair over his head and his face was strained in a way that seemed to be contemplating some method in which he could tell him without gaining an unwanted reaction.

The tension this man radiated ended as Orval began to ask in a calm voice that can only spew from someone so afraid "where the hell am I?"

The man replied "My name is John System" dodging the question whilst answering one of Orval's main ones. Orval opened his mouth to reiterate the question but John pre-empted him and continued "and I'm afraid you're in the part of your journey that exceeds your life"

These word sliced into Orval completely removing all emotion, leaving his body a husk of mindful logic. Him dead? But how? This was real, he felt real. He could see, hear, touch and do all those amazing things that a living person could do, surely if nothing else that made him alive? Didn't it?

During this period of quiet Orval was experiencing John seemed to take it as a prompt to continue despite Orval desperately wanting to be left alone though showing no sign of it. "This particular part of your journey is what we call limbo, a period in which your soul prepares itself to move on." These words penetrated him deeply, this was the answer to the question that so many have been trying to answer for centuries and some small part of him allowed it in.

Yet this line of questioning prompted another point in his mind, "if I'm dead then that means I was murdered." By the Freak, he needed vengeance, revenge, justice and-

John's faced seemed to have sunk slightly with a tinge of guilt, though he recomposed himself immediately the damage was done. "You- "stammered Orval, but how, this man looked nothing like the freak he met, and how did he die?

"I acted in self-defence, you shot me, I had to retaliate" he justified to himself, but Orval wanted answers now more than he wanted revenge.

"But you're dead, why? How did you kill me? What are you?" Orval stammered.

"I am an agent of Great Britain, part of the angel division, it is our job to give the prime minister the knowledge critical for his understanding of the wizardry world whilst keeping them under control, and developing new technologies based on their own magic."

The man continued to speak rubbish, magic? Wizardry world? Angel Division? Surely it could not be true, but then why did some stuff begin to add up, the undamaged corpses, the freak? Clearly he needed more details. He waited for an opening but then the man continued anyway. "Several months ago we developed a way to communicate with people here in the part of the journey that is not entirely beyond life but not alive, it was developed by a combination of wizardry magic and muggle technology (muggle meaning non-magical person) leading us to develop new creations from the fusion"

"Like that freak that killed me" Orval interrupted not wishing for the conversation to get side-lined.

"That freak was no more alive as a computer, it is a shell that we operated from here. It allows us to interact in the living world with ease and immunity, we are safe from corruption, blackmail or threats from here" John continued.

"but what the hell was it?" Orval pressed.

"It is called a bio-synthetic suit, or biomec for short, it is a combination between organic matter and synthetic matter. Immune to all curses and firearms as long as the heart area is undamaged and about wizards" John then continued to explain all about a wizardry world that has been in the shadows for centuries and about a dark lord called Voldemort, Orval listened to him but was too astounded to listen to any of it but one last surprise was in for Orval that night.

"I know this will come as a shock for you but did you know you're the one who came closest to killing an biomec, if you had just aimed your gun just a few inches' down at the heart area you would have succeeded, it's skills like that, that we need here" John began to offer.

Orval was astounded, he was lucky to get that shot off he doubted he could have been the only one, second why the hell would he ever join the people who killed him surely they knew that was ridiculous.

Something about Orval's face clearly put John back on the defensive as he said "I know it sounds absurd but hear me out, the wizards on the whole are good people but they've started to believe that because they have magic they can do whatever they want." A tinge of bitterness was starting to erupt in John's voice, "when their darkest kill our kind they refuse their families the knowledge of how their closest fell, they commonly deny our medical teams powers that could save so many, all because of crimes of our most ancient of ancestors"

These words spiked something in Orval, those murdered people were killed by a wizard, he had lost his parents due to illness and they could save them. More answers were staring, every prophet may have been a wizard, hundreds of centuries of mankind being played for fools. And these wizards were acting as if they did not have to follow this country's laws! The injustice of it was unbearable. In spite of these wizards, was enough for him to come to a decision. "I'll do it" he gasped astounding both himself and John.

"Very well but I warn you must train for 10 years, but something tells me you are unconcerned about that" John said looking at the suddenly determined look on Orval's face.


	3. The Convict

Although time had little meaning in the realm that obviously occupies the dead, it had technically been 10 years. During this time Orval trained himself in a manner of skills critical to his skill whilst learning as much as possible about the wizardry world. One of the things he found fascinating about wizards was that despite their magical advantage they were still considered a backwater people by today's standards, being confined to medieval technology.

He also trained to use the biomec suit along with an AI called M.A.C (magical analysis computer) which due to the angel's knowledge of magic had developed a personality, of sorts. It had taken several years before Orval stopped carrying an EMP. The biomec itself was also fascinating it took what muggles knew of genetics and combined it with what wizards called poly-juice potion which allowed it to change into anyone and, due to its synthetic design, become a hybrid of any animal in a matter of seconds.

It was very sudden when John approached him one day telling him he was to meet the two prime ministers immediately. In their suits obviously. The prime minister's office was well designed and very official looking, the two men apart from John and himself were both official looking, one was the prime minister and the other was a portly man who seemed genially surprised and his and John presence, Orval assumed this was the wizard prime minister.

"I must say I didn't expect you to get advisers on our world, my name is Cornelius Fudge" he introduced himself. Orval sensed from his tone that he enjoyed being in the know about the wizardry world whilst leaving the minister in the dark.

"and why wouldn't I, it would be foolish to leave such an important area of my country unchecked, now why was it you wanted to see me?" replied the Prime minster, he had a faint coldness in his voice.

"yes... well a prisoner, by the name of Sirius Black, has escaped the wizardry prison of Azkaban, he's a known muggle killer and will likely try to re-join you-know-who" he said still recomposing himself.

"I see replied" the Prime minister an almost savage enjoyment of Fudge's position, Orval assumed this was how he treated him the last time he came. "Voldemort- "

"YOU-KNOW-WHO" snarled Fudge.

The minister sighed "Very well, then You-Know-Who remains a creditable threat in this country, therefore System here will personally lead all attempts to recapture him, do you have any leads?"

"I assure you we are quite capable of capturing him ourselves, I merely wish for you to alert the muggle population" Fudge stated, this meeting was clearly not going Fudge's way, however under the combined pressure of the mere existence of the three men he subsided "we have every reason to believe that Black's first target will be a young child by the name of Harry Potter, but of course you don't know who he is"

"on the contrary we do, Orval here even lead the case in which to investigate his parent's death" John interrupted and although Fudge did not know it he referenced the day Orval joined the angel division. Fudge was understandably surprised at this revelation but recomposed himself eventually deciding to reveal his plan.

"The ministry has agreed to place defences around the child's school of Hogwarts in hopes we can catch Black when he attempts to enter the school" Fudge explained.

"Very well then, Orval will be sent as a guard to the child until he arrives at the school" catching Orval guard at the idea that he was being drafted so quickly but he adapted quickly.

"Understood sir I'll head to his place right away" surprising Fudge with this decision of such importance but Fudge clearly decided not to say anything of it merely nodding. As Orval prepared to disapparite he asked M.A.C about everything it knew of Sirius Black, but the caused Orval to find out that Harry deserved to know bit more about this Black person.


End file.
